w. 566-594             ALCESTIS

And call me tool    My house hath never learned
To fail its friend, nor seen the stranger spurned.

[ADMETUS goes into the ho

CHORUS.

Oh, a House that loves the stranger.

And a House for ever free !
And Apollo, the Song-changer,
Was a herdsman in thy fee;
Yea, a-piping he was found,
Where the upward valleys wound.
To the kine from out the manger
And the sheep from off the lea.

And love was upon Othrys at the sound.

And from deep glens unbeholden

Of the forest to his song
There came lynxes streaky-golden,,
There came lions in a throng,
Tawny-coated, ruddy-eyed,
To that piper in his pride 9
And shy fawns he would embolden,
Dappled dancers, out along

The shadow by the pine-tree's side.

And those magic pipes a-blowing
Have fulfilled thee in thy reign
By thy Lake with honey flowing,
By thy sheepfolds and thy grain ;
Where the Sun turns his steeds
To the twilight, all the meads
Of Molossus know thy sowing
And thy ploughs upon the plain*
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